she can secure the man of her choice. The hard-
ship of "arranged" marriages has probably been
exaggerated. Before taking a man for better or
worse, debutantes contrive to see their suitors
(and a great deal else that goes on in Kabul), so
that although perhaps less sophisticated that the
flappers of the Middle West, they are none the
less neither blind nor deaf nor "dumb" in any
sense of the term.

Love potions, spells, and charms are in great
demand in the hidden half ot Kabul. A favourite
formula of the black art is the frog enchantment.
A male and a female frog are placed back to back.
On each a black heart is painted, the frogs being
given a sleeping-draught to render them suffi-
ciently quiet to undergo this embellishing potion
They are then put in an oven and baked alive.
When there is nothing left but a fine white ash,
this powder, according to current Afghan belief
is possessed of marvellous potency for retaining
the affection of a lover. Thus if Miss Mumtaz
goes out to sip sherbet with Miss Fatima, the
former takes a little of the powder along with
her in a turquoise snuff-bos. When Fatima's
back is turned in the preparation of the Kabuli
equivalent of chocolate malted milk, Mumtaz
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